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his eyes. She wanted him to see her too, so she stood on
her toes and craned her neck.
The people looked at him with sullen distrust and
said nothing. Only at the back of the crowd could be
heard hushed conversation.
"Peasants!" said Rybin in a strained, loud voice. "Be-
lieve what's written in those papers. Maybe 111 have to
pay for them with my life—they beat me and tortured
me trying to find out where I got them, and they'll beat
me again. But Pm ready to stand anything, because it's
the truth that's told in those papers and the truth ought
to be dearer to us than our daily bread—that's what!"
"Why should Ee say that?" exclaimed one of the mu-
zhiks standing near the veranda.
"It's all the same now," answered the blue-eyed one.
"A fellow can only die once."
The people still stood there without a word, gazing
sullenly at Rybin, and it seemed as if some invisible
weight was pressing down on them.
The police sergeant came staggering out on the v'e-
randa.
"Who's talking here?" he yelled drunkenly.
Suddenly -he slid down the steps, grabbed Rybin by
the hair and shook him,
"Was it you, you son of a bifch?" he shouted.
The crowd stirred and began to mutter. The mother
dropped her head in helpless suffering. Once more the
voice of Rybin rang out:
"Look, good people!..."
"Shut up!" The sergeant struck him over the ear. Ry-
bin swayed and hunched his shoulders.
"They tie a fellow's hands and do whatever they like
with him	"
"Take him away, policemen! And all you people go
home!" The sergeant kept leaping in front of Rybin like
a dog with a bone, striking him in the face and chest and
stomach with his fist.
"Stop hitting him!" cried someone in the crowd.

